CHAPTER VIII
FEBRUARY came, warm and windless, the earth
and the air breathing some hushed awakening,
alive but not yet stirring.
Violets, primroses and snowdrops gathered
together in intimate groups, uncurling their buds
into petals, opening to a brief virginal existence, far
removed from the flashing, consummated beauty of
summer flowers.
A grey, still month, lit here and there by the gleam
of a river or a pool, by water, not by light. Lisa calm
with her certainty, the certainty that the life she was
carrying was also the ebbing of her own life.
It is strange, she thought, this carrying of life and
death together in your body. She did not feel that
there was any conflict between them.
She would like to have known her child, but she
felt that perhaps it was better it should be entirely
Cuthbert's.
One night she explained this to Sarah,
Sarah told her not to be a goose, a wicked criminal
goose.
"If it is a girl," Lisa said, "you must promise me
never to let her go to school; girls together are detest-
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